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1 olee, 
K 0 3 nt where he ſat in full 


A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 

That he their inſpirer and patron; would be, 
When this anſwerarriv' dfromthejolly oldGreciam: 

3.13 Voice, fiddle, and flute, 1 

| No longer be mute, 7 5 

« 10 lend you my name and inſpire ye to boot ; - 

„and, beſides, I'll inſtru you like me to intwine, 

* The ry dey of Venus wel Bacchus $ vine.” 


. 
N 1 * 


- 
2 = * 3 a 


The 1 news through Olympus bund A 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſelf airs: 
.4* Iftheſe mortals are ſuſfe /d their ſcheme toputſue, 
“ The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. 
% Hark1/(already they ory," | 
In tranſports: of joy,) : 
Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly, 
Andthere, withgoodſellows, we Hearn to intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus d vine. 


(:44 3 
* The yellow-hair'd god and his nine fuſty maids 


% From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee ; 
* Idalia will boſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 

& And the bi-forked hill a mere deſert will be: 

© My thunder, no fear ont, 
„Shall ſoon do it's errand, 

tt Anddamnme, Ill ſwinge the ringleaders, warrant; 
III trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, ** pr'ythee ne'er quarrel, 
Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below: 
& Yourthunder isuſeleſs.“ Then ſhewing his laure], 
Cried, Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 
Then over each head 
2 My laurel I'll ſpread, 
. So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall 
(dread, 
© Whilſt,ſnugin their club-room hey jovially ny 
* The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus' s vine. 


* 


Next Momus roſe up, with his rifible phiz, 

And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join. 
The full tide of harmony till ſhall be his, 

* But the long, and the catch, and the . 

ſhall be mine. | 
Then, Jove be not jealous 
“ Of theſe honeſt fellows.” 

Cried Jove,” werelent ſince the truth you now tell us: 
# And ſwear by old Styx, that they long ſhall int wing. 
# The myrtle of Venus with Racchus's vine,” 


(#8) 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand; 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love : 
'Tis your s to ſupport hat s ſo happily plann'd ; 
You've the ſanction of gods, and the fiat ws 
While thus we agree, n; 
© Gur toaſt let it be. rey 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free: 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine + 
The myrile of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


r 

For three Voices. 
Come, come all noble ſouls, ho, ſxill d in aantdes 
Do join in this ſociety to bear a part; C 


For in this pleaſant grove wellfityeN drink &ling, 
And imitate thoſe cheerful birds nowin the ſpring. 
The muſes nine ſhall know, and all moſt plainly lee, 
Our off ring at their ſhrine is love and harmony. 


C A TK. 
For Three Voices. 


Hark! the * Chriſt-church bells, 1,2 86 5,6, 


They ſound ſo woundy great, ſo wond' rous lweer, 
And they troul ſo merrily, merrily. 


Hark! the firſt and ſecond bell, that very! day at . 


four and ten, 
Cry come, come, come, came, conie to pray” r 
And the verger trips before the dean. 


Tingle tingle ting, goes the ſmall bell, at nine, 
To call the beerer's home; 


But the de il a man will leave his can 
Till he hears the mighty Aus 


4 
2 — * 
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_ rye Three Voices. Serenade 
8 . 
Rangers that rove through the north country 

Lovers of ven ſon and liberty, 


That * a 12. money. 55 0 
C258 d. r los; "FT 

We three good fellows be, = 

That never yet ran from three times three, 


Quarter-ſiaff, broad - word, or Exam a 
But give us fair play for our money. 


34 
We three merry men be, 
At a laſs, or a glaſs, under a green-wood tree, 
Jocundly chaunting our ancient glee, 
Though we have not a penny of money. 
F 
25 | | 
For Four Voices. 
Hark 7 the lark at heav'n's gate linge, 
And Phœbus gins to riſe; | 
His feeds to water at thoſe ſprings, 
On chalic'd flow'rs that lies. 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes, 
With ev'ry-thing, that pretty is; 
My lady ſweet, ariſe. 


(90 
. % Os A 0 IE E. +; 
For Three Voices, 
Beviamo tutti tre, 2 
Uno a la volta 8 # 
Voglio bene | 
Signor il. * 1 CI 
— ſignori wap t Han | 94 
Viva, viva, ef) 10 42 11 Bard 
Bravo, bravo, 12G 
Oh che guſto ſtar allegri i 
E bever del bon vnn. . 
* L. II * 
| For Three Voice. 
Now w like jovial fellows,” . 
Let us do as wiſe men tell us | 8 
Sing old roſe aud burn the bello. 
When the howl with claret glows, 
And wiſdom ſhines upon the noſe, 
O then is the time Dag So: : * 
And burn the bellows. 78; 1 


Mr. ARROWSMITH and Maſter BRAHAM. E | 
Time has not thin'd my flowing hair, 1 7 
Nor bent me with his iran Nerd i bo N 
- Ah! why lo pg, the bloſſom tear ; ] 
Ere autumn yet the \froj Gemand. aun 24 
Let me enjoy the chearful day, als be | — 9 99 
Til many a year has oer me roll d: 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, + | 
And ſing of love e're I grow old, 


| py 4 


* 


6 
ADMIRAL BEN BOW. 
By Mr. BANNIS TER. 


Oh we ſail'd to Virgini˖ſ a. 
And from thence to Fial?/ 
Oh we water's our ſhipping, 
And fo we weighd all: 
Being in view of the ſea, boys, 
Seven ſail we did;efpy : 
Oh we hoiſted-our top-ſails, 
And we ſaild ſpeedily. 
2 +... 
The very firſt we came up withal, 
Was a brigg, and a ſloop: -- 
Oh we aſk ed if the other fixe 
| Were as big as they did look; 
But turning to the windward, 
As.near as we could lay, 1 
We found them to be French men of war, 
And cruizing hard by.— 
Oh ve drew up our ſquadron 
In a very nice line, 
And we fought them courageouſly, 
For near four hours time : 
But the day being ſpent, 
And the night coming on, 
Oh we let them alone 
| | Until the next morn, 


4.c 


(. 9 ) 
IV. 


Oh che very next morning 
The engagement proved hot; 
When brave Admiral Benbow 
Received a chaiu- hot; 


And when he was wounded, 
To his merry mates he did ſay, 


Take me up in your arms, _ 
And carry me away. 


V. 


The guns, they did rattle, 
And the bullets did fly; 

Whilſt brave Admiral Benbow, 
For help, aloud did cry: 

Carry me down to the cock-pit, 
There is eaſe for my ſmart : 

If my merry mates ſhould ſee me, 
It would break all their hearts, 


9 WE: 


Oh the very next morning, 
By the break of the day, 
Oh we hoiſted our top- ſails, 
And ſo we bore away: 
We bore down to Port-Royal, | 
Where the People flocked much, 
To ſee hrave Admiral Benbow, 
2 d to Kingſton Town Church. 
W 


33 


10) 
VII. 


Come all you brave fellows, 
Wherefoever you have been ; 
Let us drink a good health 
To our King and our Queen, 
And another good health 
To the Girls that we do know; 
And the third, in remembrance 
Of brave Admiral Benbow. 


rt. 


For Three Voices. 


The MUSIC by Mr. CARTER. 
Come, my boys, let's ſing a catch. 
A match, a match, a match. | 
Be ware of catch-poles, 
Warrants and dark holes. 
You're a vagrant ; that's a fact. 
Stop, ſtop, let me look at the aQ. 
No; I'm a gentleman. I beg your pardon ; 
You're only ſuch in Covent-Garden. N 
Oh! curſe your odious exclamations. 
3 
God ſave the king; 
And be loyal, in ſpite of informations. 
| God fave the king ; 5 
Long live the king; 
May the king live for ever. 


( u ) 
$ 0 N 


Mr: ARROWSMITH, 


The top-ſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip, ſhe caſts to ſea ; 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 

For tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 

Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar, 


| > = . | 
Shou'd land-men flatter when we're ſfail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales: 


No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales 2 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 


Which ſteers wy heart * pole to pale, 
„ 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet; 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlayes: 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 


Altho' we leave our hearts with uuũ. 
3 


Theſe are our cares, but if you re kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main: 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind; 

The power of France and Spain: 

Now England's Glory reſt with you, 

Our ſails are full, ſweet girls adieu. 

B 2 


—— 


: 
N 
| 
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| D. . E Ta 
Mr. LEONI ano Maſter BRAHAM, 


How ſweet 1 in the wood-lands, with fleet hound & 


horn, 
To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn: 
But hard is my chace, my fond heart muſt purſue, 


But Daphne, fair Daphne is loſt to my view. 


. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain; 


More wild than the roebuck, and wing'd with diſ- 
In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies, (dain: 
Tho' „ Daphne N tis Mertillo that dies. 


For Three Voices, 


Withmy Jug in one hand and my pipe in the other, 


I drink to my neighbour and friend 
My cares in a whiff of tobacco I ſmother, 

For life I know ſhortly muſt end 
While Ceres moſt kindly re-fills my brown jug, 
With good ale I will make myſelf mellow; 

In my old wicker chair, I will ſeat myſelf ſnug, 

Like a jolly and true happy fellow. 


t uy 3 


For Three Voices, 


Wine does wonders ev'ry day, 

Makes the heavy, light and gay : 

Throws off all their melancholy x 

Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 

And the buſy toy and play, | 
And the poor and needy jolly. 


| II. 0 


Wine makes trembling cowards bold ; 
Men in years forget they're old: - 

Women leave their coy diſdaining ; | 
Who till then were ſhy and cold, 
Makes the niggard flight his gold, 
And the foppiſh entertaining. 


ob Uu ET. 
Mr. BANNISTER axv Mr. ARROWSMITH. 


Generous wine, | 
And a friend in whom I can confide, 

And a cleanly bright girl 

I would have for my bride : 

III keep a brace of geldings, 

An eaſy pad to pleaſe my wife; _ 

Kind fate, what more I aſk, * 
Ne er to want my dear flaſk ; d 
And in friendly bumpers 
Ever briſkly carouſe,' 
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Mr. BANNISTER. 
If life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt, 


Vou muſt toſs off your wine, if you'd wiſh it to laſt; 


For this bubble may well be deftroy'd with a puff, 
If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. 


II. 


If life is a flower, as philoſophers ſay, 


*Tis a very good hint, underſtood the right way: 

For if life is a flower, any blockhead can tell, 

If you'd have it look freſh,you muſt moiſten it well. 
III. 

This life is no more than a journey, tis ſaid, 


When the roads, for moſt parts, are confoundedly 
(bad: 


Then let wine be our 8 and each traveller will 
That whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. (own, | 
IV. 


This world to a theatre, liken'd has beed: 


Where each man around has a part in the ſeene: 
Tis our part to get drunk, and tis matter of fact, 
That the more you. all drink, boys, the better 
(vou Il att. | 
v. 

This life is a dream, in which many will weep, 
Who have ſtrange filly fancies, and cry in their ſleep? 
But for us, when we wake from our dream, 'twill be 
Cſaid, 


That the tears of the mats were all that we ſhed. 


E 
By Mr. BANNISTER, 


At the peaceful midnight hour, 

Every ſenſe and every power, 

Fetter'd lies in dow ny fleep; 

Then our careful watch we keep, | 
While the Wolf with nightly prowl, . 

Bays the wood with hedious howl : * 
Cates are barr'd, a vain reſiſtance; | 
Females ſhriek, a vain aſſiſtance: 

Silence! filence, or you meet your fate ; 


| Your keys, your jewels, caſh, and plate: | 


Lock, bolts, and bars ſoon fly aſunder, 
Then to rifle, rob, and plunder, 


s TAN D te your GUNS. 
By Mr. BANNISTER, 


Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak, 

Let not a word on board be ſpoke; 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke, 

Be filent, and be ready: 

Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them well, 
Loet us be ſure the balls will tell; 4.9 
The cannons roar, ſhall ſound their knelt, 
Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady; 


Not yet, nor yet, nor yet, reſerve your fire, 
I do deſire ; not yet, nor yet, nor yet : fire, 


( 16 ) 


Now the elements do rattle, 

The Gods amaz'd behold the battle : e 
A broad-fide, my boys: 
See the blood in purple tide, 3 
Trickle down her batter'd ſide: 2504 
Wing'd with fate, the bullets fly, 

Conquer boys, or bravely die; 

Hurl deſtruction on your foes ; 

She finks, ſhe ſinks, ſhe finks, huzza! 

To the bottom, to the bottom, down ſhe goes. 


Ci 1 A . 2 
Mr. ARROWSMITH AND Maſter BRAHAM. 


To me, had clouds Cakes the ky, 
The drooping roſes ſeem'd to die : 
Plumes were rent from Zeplyr's wing, 
And filent was the voice of ſpring : 

But Delia chac'd deſpair away; 

Their livelieſt bloom, the flow'rs diſplay ; 
Soft gales ariſe, and fan the grove, 

' the hills and plains reſound their love. 


The SAILORSs GLEE.. 


We be three mariners, newly 1 the ſeas, 
We ſpend our lives in jeopardy, 
While others live at eaſe: | 
Shall we go drink this round, a . 
And he that is a bully- boy, come pledge me on 
lthis Pres 


( i) 


Woe dot bel martial-men, that do our 
(ſtates diſdain ? 


But we care for thoſe merchant-amen, that do our 
(ſtates maintain; 


To them we drink this round, a round, 


And he that is a bully-boy, come pledge me on 
(this ground, 


4 HUNTING SON. 
By Mr. CHAPMAN. -: 


& © 


Look out, brother ſportſmen, the morning is clear, 
And Phœbus o'er Hambledon Hills does appear: 
Our ſports are delighting, the day is inviting, 
Then away to the chace, to the chace without fear: 
Tho' Reynard may fly, his fate is to die, | 
For we ſhrink from no danger before us: 

To us life's no trouble, and care is a bubble, | 

| When we follow the hounds in full chorus, | 


Tally-ho! m_ brave boys; ſee he: lackens his 
1 44 (ſpeed ; 

Strength failing him he to his cunning takes heed: 

His art now TINO him, fee Dancer | .o'rtakes - 


| | (him; 
The hon now vine) on him, poor Reynard is 
Tho- Reynard, . 1 509. "vm 


C 


* 


( 18 ) 
Now home, my brave boys, and to Bacchus repair, 


And each take a glaſs, to his favorite fair: 
_ and _ is thus ſpent, in mirth, joy, and 


(content; 
And may nen for ever be men to care. 
Tho 8 &c. 


The BRITISH SAILOR. 


The Britiſh Sailor ploughs the ſeas, 
Nor fears th' unfathom'd deep; 
He ſcorns the Landmen's ſlothful eaſe, 
And guards them while they ſleep. 
Tho' ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 
And lightnings flaſh their vivid fire. 
When foes invade, with eager heart and hand, 
He braves the world to fave his native land. 


II. f 60 


The ſhip now riſes to the ſłkies 
Now finks in depths below; 
With heart intrepid ſtill he Wen Tel 
To meet che deſtin'd foe; 
And while the cruel Gght prevails, 


Wich death and courage he aſſails; 
Nor heeds their fire ! but at his chief's > AIR ' 


Braves all the world to ſave his native land: 


| The ban hes whill to and fro, . 


A 


( 19 ) 
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A broadſide ſeals their fate; 110 

Their hull is ſnatter d, down * 80% - 

Aud; ** quarter” cry too late; 
Then as he ſees the briny flood _ 
Al crimſon'd oer with human blood, 


ww 


His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he flies, 
And braves the ſeas to ſave his enemies 7 


s O N . eg" 
By Mr. DE LPINI. 


Is DON JAN. 


See that pretty creature there; 
Oh how handſome, oh how fair: 
Kiſs me, love, I pray now do; © 
Give me one, and I'll give two. 
F 
How a ſmack wou d do me good, 
Raiſe my ſpirit, fire my blood: 
Kiſs me, love, I pray now do; 


Give me one, and Ill give os 
C2 


* M 


| 


—— 8 —— 


( 20 } 
Sung by Miſs GEORGE. 


The pride of the navy was ſweet Willy O, 
So trim and ſoineat, his looks are ſo ſweet, 
The girls are all charm'd with my ſweet Willy Q. 


When on ſhip-board is ſeen my ſweet Willy O, 
The Captain looks round, not one to be found 
So much like a Sailor as ſweet Willy O. 


Not one can compare to my ſweet Willy o. 
The girls are all charm'd, with paſſion are warm'd, 
Each ſtrive for a kiſs of my ſweet Willy O. 


Sung by Mr. ARROWSMITH, in the new 
PANTOMIME. 


Looſe ev'ry fail to the breeze, 

The courſe of my veſſel improve; 5 
I've done with the toils of the ſeas, _, 
Ye Sailors, I'm bound to my loves * 


Since Emma is true as ſhe” s fair, 
My griefs I fling all to the wind ; | 
Tis a pleaſing return for my care, 1 
My miſtreſs is conſtant and baud 


My ils are all 61 'd to my as 
What tropic-bird ſwifter can move ; ; 
Tis a pleaſing return for my care, 


M 77 miſtreſs 1 is conſtant and kind. 


( #4 ) 


Hoiſt every fail to the breeze, _, 
Come ſhip-mates and join in the ſong ; 
Let's drink while our ſhjp cuts the ſeas; , 
To the gale that way drive her along. 5 


0 L 2 E. been whe |, 


Sung by Mr. Aenne Mr: ate | 
Maſter Doxion and Maſter e | [ 


43 


Hark the hollow * reſounding, 
Echo to the bunter' $CIy ; x 22 
Hark, how all the vales ſurrounding, | i} 
To his cheering voice reply. | 
Now ſo {wift ger hills aſpiring, 
He purſues with joy delight ; 

Diſtant woods and plains retiring, 

Seem to vaniſh from his fight. | 
Now they kill him, homeward hie him, 
Far a jovial night's repaſt: 

Thus no ſorrow e er comes nigh him, | 
Health continues to the laſt, 


c A T 0 H. 
1ſt, Mr. Speaker, tho” tis late, I muſt wk 
| vi debate. 
2d. ee, hear *. Sir, I ſhall name you 
if you ſtir, 


3d. Order, hear him, pray ſupport the chair. 


( #2 ) Id 
GCL E E. Li al Ny 
A644 in a 25 CORBIN 4; 
„n 10 lid 14h 1 
Here in cool grot and molly cell, my 
We rural Fays and Faries dwell, 
Tho' rarely ſeen by mortal eye, | 
When the pale moon aCanding hig 
Darts thro' yon limes her quiv'ring beams; W 
We frilk it near theſe cryſtal ſtreams. 12 


& + ” * 
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2 II. a 


Her beams reflected from the waves, . 
Afford the light our revels crave 
The turf with daiſies broider'd Oer, 
Exceeds we wot the parian floor; 2 
Nor yet for artful ſtrains we call, 

Ang nie to 12 water fall. 


vbaccuus and CUPI D. 
A DUETTO, SUNG BY 
Meſſrs. ARROWSMITH and BANNISTER. 


Cupid, my en ſoft live: I thee implore ; 

Bacchus, my treaſure ; briſk wine I will adore ; 

Give me a beautiful maid, to bleſs my longing 
arms; 

Fill me a bat of red, in tha I view all charms, 

"The ſneaking fool, 

Proud woman's tool, 


( 23 ) 


Is but an aſs; | 
The drunken fot,  * 


Who frills his ants „ ien a? 
May hug his glaſs; | TY" 
Love! oh * me ay the fair, no REO Þliſ: I 
alk 2 
| Wine! frees us from all care, then bring the other | 
| flaſk. | 
c. A T c H. 

b ARROWSMITH, Mr. DORION 

Ax Mr. CHAMBERS. 


Let's live good honeſt lives, | 1 
And make much of our wives ; : 
And ſince all fleſh is graſs, 

Let's merrily drink our glaſs, 

God bleſs our noble King, 

What need we fear the Pope, 

The Jeſuits, Jews, or Turks? 

For we defy the Devil and all his works, 


— — 
. 


GANZ ONEY r. 
Sung by Maſter BRAHAM Aub Me. ARROW- | 
SR  - / «- 


Bring me 18 and — me wine ; 
Boy, attend thy maſter's call; 43 

Round my brows let myrtles twine, , 383 
At A feet let roſes fall: 


( 24 ) 
Breathe i in ſofteſt notes the flute; 
Form the ſong, and ſound the lute ; 
Let their gentle accents flow, 
As the whiſp'ring zephyrs blow. 


. 
Sung by Mr. ARROWSMITH, Mr. BOYCE, 
and Maſter BRAHAM. 


Huſh to peace each ruder wind ; 
Purling rills in ſilence roll, 
| While on roſy beds reclin'd, 
Sleep's the charmer of my ſoul : 
Chaſte Diana, watch my treaſure ; - 
Guard her beauty from alarms, 
Let no ſatyr's brutal pleaſure 
Dare invade her blooming charms. 
Somnus, God of balmy reſt, 
Sweetly ſlumb'ring, let her prove 
Ev'ry joy which Strephon bleſt, 
Cou'd en in waking love. 
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Sung by Maſter BRAHAM, Mr. ARROW- 
SMITH, Mr. WATTS, and Mr. BOYCE. 


Come, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That grove and valley, hill and field, 
Or woods, and ſteepy mountains yield; 
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And ! will make thee beds of roſes, 
And 'twine a thouſand fragrant poſies; . 
A cap of flowers, and rural kirtle, . 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 


| VVV 

A belt of ſtraw, 'atid ivy bud: 

A coral claſp, and amber ſtuds ; ; 

And if theſe pleaſures may thee 1 move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and lng, 

For thy delight each May-morning : 

Tf joys like theſe thy mind may move, / 

Then live with me, and be my love. 


CANZONETT. 
Mr. ARROWSMITH ax» Maſter BRAHAM. 


Do not unbind two gentle hearts, 
Nor tear me from my weeping fair 1 850 \ 
Suſpend the fatal ſtroke, - MN 


Two faithful, hapleſs lovers ſpare, 


at 
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D U E T T. 


Saag by Mr. ARROw SMITH and Mr. 
„ BANNISTER. 


How happy are we now the wind is abaft, 
And the ae he pipe. haul heck the ſheets 
100 aft; 
Steady, * the alba it dier a freſh. N. 
ne ſoon reach our port, boys, if the wind 
| 1+. +: [does mnot fail. 
Then drink about, Tom, altho' the ſhip rolls, 
Well ſave our rich liquor by ſlinging our bowls, 
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80.5 Here 1 pg all, thanks to a \ egg 
brain, a ſteady / gait, and a ſober underſtanding; 
the raſcals thought to have ſent me home drank, 
but I came away as-ſaber as Id wiſh to bes, I 
can't think; what pleaſure. people take in getting 
drunk, it only ſerves to rob a man of his under. 
ſtanding, and makes his words totally n-in ethers 
in- tether. able Betty, Betty, bring me 
a pint of half and half, put it into one mug, 
and be ſure you don' t mix it, do you hear 
well. now. III ſet down. a little, and then Th go 
to bed, why the back of this chair \is bebind, 


* Wen than ever I la boars 
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have we got here? the news-paper, well let us 
n, reads) * yeſterday as a certain great 
et perſonage was going in his chaiſe to Windſor, 
« he fell aſleep with the caridle in his hand, and 
« ſet fire to the bed curtains" — Well, that might 
have happened, and all from the careleſſneſs 
of the driver.——(Reads again) Extract of a 
letter from Rome, a few weeks ago, his holineſs 
* the Pope, was brought to bed of twins— that's 
a damn'dlie.——(Reads again) On Saturday 

„next, the little Manger in the Hay-Market 
will ſhut-up his Theatre, —well, that's tit for 
tat, he has done all he can to ſhut-up another 
Man's Theatre, and now he's obliged to ſhut-up 
his own.——(Reads again) * The Theatre in 
Drury-lane, will open on Saturday next, with the 
School for Scandal, and the Quaker, '—why that's 
apropos enough, they have acted ſcandalouſly, 
and now are quaking for fear. (Reads again) 
* On Monday, the Theatre Royal Covent - garden 
*: will open with the Merry Wives o 'Wikdivr ; or 
the humours of Sir John F alſtaff, —why that 8 
apropos too, for they have been Bi upon a 
Falſe-ftaff all along. (Reads again) * deſerted 


about the beginning of June laſt, Mr. Quick, 
Me commedian,' '—deſerted ! why I never knew he 
was a ſoldier ;—Oh! deſerted from the Royalty 
Theatre I ſuppoſe they mean ——(Reads again) 
* Yeſterday two gentlemen of property at the 
10 eaſt end of the town were forced out of Covent- 

garden Theatre for hilung, and carried before 
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hs Sir Sa mpſon Wright, who 104 out they” 
« were right, told he did not at firſt Ford into 
« the buſineſs, but now he was able to Dive into 
10 it; he perceived a ſmall Coleman was at the 
« bottom of it, was ſorry they had been ſo 
* Harris'd and Quick—ly diſcharged 'em.” c 
(Riſes) I went to dine with my Lord what-d-ye- 
call-um yeſterday, and he took me to the race- 
ground to ſee his horſe run, ſo he loſt the firſt 
heat and won the ſecond, ſo ſays I, my Lord, 
] give you Joy ; ; joy of what ? ſays he, why your 
horſe is come in firſt at laſt, —firſt at laſt, ſays,my 
Lord, what do you mean ?—why | he came in 
behind hefore. I aſk'd a friend the other 
day to go along with me to ſee the play of 
Hamlet Prince of Dunkirk—l lamlet Prince of 
Dunkirk, ſays he ? I never heard of ſuch a man, 
and I have got all the Roman Emperors in my 
cloſet at home, but I don't know any of their 
names that begin with an H. except it be Titus 1 
Veſpaſian.— An odd accident happened in 
my family che other day; the coachman and 
the cook quarrelled about who had travelled far- 
theſt, ſo in the: ſcuffle the cook puſhed the coach - 
man into the dripping- pan; damn me, ſays the * 
coachman, but I have travelled farther then you, 
for I have been into Greece, and ſo he had, for 
he was all over greaſe.— dow't ſuppoſe there 
is a man happier than I am in a family—l 
have as good a wife as man would wiſh to part _ 


6% 
wit —and as fine children as a man wou'd defire 
to Rick's a knife inte -—thefen $ ay little 1115 Tom, 


ee 


the corner of a ſtreet, 7h 15 i pe. 
and has never been able to > ſpeak a word of truth 

nce my little daughter Fall ie 4 fertile flue; 
bo was in the kitchen the other day, and Her 
mother was taking a red Hot iron out of the fire; 
to put into the heater, the child d3þt her hand 
upon it, and, damn me, if ſhe did not rake it away 
GE Bite bidding ;—ſhe's ſo tharp,” 1 dont 
think ſhe can live long—ſhe ſpent a week will 
the parſon of the pariſh ſome time agb, and 
curſe me, if ſhe did not mend his black ſtockings 
with white worſted, and ſent the parſon hop- 
ping to church like à magpie.—— Where tlie 
' devil ſhall 1 hide my mority to night, my wife 
always ſearches for it? — Oh] III put it in tho 
bible, ſhe never looks there ! tho Ie c very fon 
of the whole duty of man too :—ſhe's very pious, 
The knocks off the heels of her ſhoes a Saturday 
night, that ſhe mayn't go to chürch of a Sun- 
day. —Betty, Betty, that damn'd' jade goes up 
Nairs forty times a day, and never comes down 
again;—Betty, T ſay Betty. 5 e 
FLW 13 8. 
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